242                        FAMOUS REVIEWS

have given less occasion not only for cavil but for animadver-
sion. It was yet more creditable to him, than it could be
even to the just among his critics, that he should, and while
yet young, have applied himself with so resolute a hand to
the work of castigation. He thus gave a remarkable proof
alike of his reverence for his art, of his insight into its powers,
of the superiority he had acquired to all the more common-
place illusions of self-love, and perhaps of his presaging con-
sciousness that the great, if they mean to fulfil the measure
of their greatness, should always be fastidious against
themselves.

It would be superfluous to enter upon any general criticism
of this collection, which was examined when still recent in
this Review, and a large portion of which is established in the
familiar recollection and favour of the public. We may,
however, say that what may be termed at large the classical
idea (though it is not that of Troas nor of the Homeric period)
has, perhaps, never been grasped with greater force and justice
than in " Oenone," nor exhibited in a form of more consum-
mate polish. <e Ulysses " is likewise a highly finished poem ;
but it is open to the remark that it exhibits (so to speak) a
corner-view of a character which was in itself a cosmos. Never
has political philosophy been wedded to the poetic form more
happily than in the three short pieces on England and her
institutions, unhappily without title, and only to be cited,
like writs of law and papal bulls, by their first words. Even
among the rejected pieces there are specimens of a deep
metaphysical insight; and this power reappears with an
increasing growth of ethical and social wisdom in " Locksley
Hall " and elsewhere. The Wordsworthian poem of " Dora "
is admirable in its kind. From the firmness of its drawing,
and the depth and singular purity of its colour, " Godiva "
stood, if we judge aright, as at once a great performance and
a great pledge. But, above all, the fragmentary piece on
the Death of Arthur was a fit prelude to that lordly music
which is now sounding in our ears. If we pass onward from
these volumes, it is only because space forbids a further
enumeration.

The " Princess " was published in 1847. The author has
termed it " a medley " : why, we know not. It approaches
more nearly to the character of a regular drama, with the